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himself thanked the members of the National Guard
who had saved the lives of his body-guard; then,
always calm and self-controlled, he called the minis-
ters together in the Council Hall. The Queen, the
Dauphin, Madame Royale, Madame Elisabeth, the
Count of Provence, the aunts, were all collected in
the King's bedroom. The Dauphin said to his mother,
"Mamma, I'm hungry." "Be patient," answered
Marie Antoinette; " this will soon be over."

The palace courtyards were filled with battalions
of the National Guard and with the populace. Marie
Antoinette stood, perfectly calm, at a window, looking
out on the vast throng. While every one about her
was giving way to tears or despair, she did not lose
her head for a moment, but consoled and encouraged
every one.

Louis XVI. went out on the balcony, with the
same air of confidence and kindness that he always
wore. Cries of " The Queen, the Queen!" were
heard. La Fayette advised Marie Antoinette to show
herself; he said it was the only way to allay the ex-
citement. " Very well," answered the Queen, " if I
have to go to my execution, I shall not hesitate; I
will go." What was to take place ? What was to be
expected of these men, drunk, and wild with wrath,
uttering angry cries and carrying loaded muskets ?
Would the assassins of the body-guard hesitate at
the murder of a woman, a queen ? It was a solemn
moment. Marie Antoinette, pale, with dishevelled
hair, appeared at the balcony of the King's room,